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Yen owe him more ; weep then, and join with me:
So much is cue even to humanity.

Lyndar. Weep  for  this  wretch,   whose   memory   I

hate .'

Whose folly mace us both unfortunate !
Weep for this fool, who did my laughter move !
This whining tedious, heavy lump of love !

Abdebn* Had fortune favoured him, and frowned on

me5

I then had been that heavy fool, not he:
Just this had been my funeral elegy.
Thy arts and falsehood I before did know,
But this last \ aseness was concealed till now;
And 'twas no more than needful to be known ;
! could be cured by such an act alone.
My love, half blasted3 yet in time would shoot;
But tiis last tempest rends it to the root.

Lyndar. These little piques, which now your  anger

move,

Will vanish, and are only signs of love.
You've been too fierce; and, at some other time,
I should not with such ease forgive your crime:
But, in a day of public joy like this,
I pardon, and forget whate'er's amiss.

Abdehn. These arts have oft prevailed, but must no

more:

Tht spell is ended, and the enchantment o'er,
Yon have at last destroyed, with much ado,
That love, which none could have destroyed, but you.
My love was blind to your deluding art;
But blind men feel, when stabbed so near the heart

Lyndar. I must confess there was some pity due ;
But I concealed it out of love to you.

AMelm. No, Lyndaraxa; 'tis at last too late ;
Our loves have mingled with too much of fate.
I would, but cannot now, myself deceive;
O that you still could cheat, and I believe!